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A PORTRAIT.
BV MARY ntriNG.

She was no! horn to ahine;
who would not grace a diadem;

*_ Its glare would pale the holier geui

| Her pure blue eyes enshrine.

She w:l« not horn to rule.

H Her «weof li|o stammer when they s|>euk
J1 The words that make the wilful weak

Within the waywurd school.

She waa not born for faiuo,
Her heart would heat too faltcringly,
To catch, from even flattery,
An echo of her name.

She was not horn to ho
Star of a hundred worshippers,
Only the eyes that look to hers
Through love, look askingly.

Hut she was horn to bless'
A viewless violet, breathing halm
O'er all the summer evening's calm.

In sweet unconsciousness'

Au«i «he was horn to tru»i '

m '< i/mM ph-nding of hur jsye;
|* ..V-i. ,i:} I.-*. g

W ini» wnui uo oiner mum

Oh she was born to love '

To treasure on the heart and hearth !
There are not many eyes on earth
So mirror heaven above'

Yea.she was born to love
And be beloved.what needs she ni^re '

Thank Heaven, she was not born to soar'
Our own. our nestling Dove'

For the National Era.

FANNY A TALE FROM REAL LIFE.
BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

Fanny Austin stood at the window while the
sun was setting.an open. French window,
whose tlowing white curtains half hid the slenderform of the young girl. She was not lookin/towards the west, though the sunset («»geantwas beautiful to behold.she was lookingtoward the east, not at the shadowy sky.
not ut the dark, forest-crowned hills, but far
nwnr down the dusty road, with her lovely,
smiling, expectant eyes. The gold and crini<>nof sunset |uissed away, the dews aud shades
of twilight came on.und still Fanny stood at
the window. A servant entered and lit the
lamps, and. as he went out, looked hack at the
fair girl with a pleasant, knowing smile: then
Fanny's mother came in.quietly arranged a

slightly disordered table.looked at her ah-tra<led daughter silently, hut with a fond,
proud, most motherly expression, and passed
lr<>in the ns>m.
The twilight deepened, and the stars of a

glorious June evening came oat in heaven.
Fanny stejw through the ojion window into

the piazza, ami liends forward, as listening intently.Nurelv she hears the distant gallop of
a horse! Yes, now it comes across the bridge,
down in the ravine !.now it aseends the hill.
now cmnes the gleam of a white horn1* dashing
up me roau, urgeu ny an eager riuer; ana

Funny Austin turns quickly, and re-enters the
purlor, where she demurely seats herself at a

tahle, and takes up a honk.
Through how many twilights during the past

year had Fanny waited and watched fur the
coming of that milk-white steed! She had
grown to know his gallop across the bridge as
well as she knew the voice of his master. Fanny'slover lived in the city, live miles away.and in all seasons and all weathers came to visit
his liege lady on this favorite horse, a lieautiful
and jsiwerful animal. But this was the last
time that Fanny would watch with loving anxiousnessat that eastern window for the coming
ol the Imhl, impetuous rider.-for to-morrow
they were to lie married. '

A sweet ideal of early womanhood was Fannyat that moment, with her love-radiating luce
f**nt over her liook, of whose contents she saw
not a word.with the forward fall of lier light,
wavy hair, half shading hor shy, teuder. soft
hhie eyes.with the tremulous play of her Jiartedlips and the vivid Bushings of her fair roundidcheek She was dressed with childlike simplicity.in a kwu of that most delicate blue we

in the t»r sky.with tiowiug sleeves, half
revealing arms of faultless symmetry. Her
white neck was uncovered, ana, in place of a

brooch, she wore at her Isisom a hnneh of pale
blush roses How her high-leating heart risvktlirtiitiriil wh.u.Lr /mf fluur ta.efiiiiu»a' hi»w.- ~ v»w

eloquently, how fitly, her love spoke in the rise
ami I.ill ot those rose-buds, anil lireatlieil in the
fragrance they exhaled!

There is a quirk step in the hall without.
the door in llung often ! Let 19) look up with
Fanny at luui who stands on the threshold.
A figure of medium height, manly yet more

delicate than robust u face intellectuallyhandsome, though exceedingly fresh and youthful.thefull red lips all smiles, the large brown
eves all tenderness.a deep thud) on tlie slightlybroomed cheek.the dark curly hair somewhut disordered and hlown about the broad brow
hv the fresh night wind; so stood Henry Lester.butonly for an instant stood, a little
blinded by the light.then stepped joyfullyforward. Fauny rose, half fond, half fearful,
the (Mission of tim woman at strife with the shynessof the child, to licet his glad embrace." \ ou are late to-night, dearest," she said,in an inquiring tone

' Yen: my groomsman,C harles Mason, came
to-night 1 had not seen him tor nearly a year,and so we had many things to talk altout. I
never liked the fellow so well. Indeed, I )>olieve1 love ull my friends the letter for loving
whi so truly, Fanny. Like Juliet, "the more I
give, the more I have to give.' "

' Such, dear Henry, is the infinite, divine iuttureof love. [)id you find the evenitigpleasant *w 4
Glorious! The air was ls»th soft and invjgorating.the starlight is very pure, and there

is a trill*.* of a moon, you know, just enough to
swear by. Oh. Fanny, I never was so hapj>ya- to-night! My heart was as the heart of a
child, brimming and bubbling over with huppi-

i! -»uii^ nini^ Hinni^n 1/IIt* UJlTl pifiewood* -~<>iiic wild tune. mid I know not what
*«*<!*.little Uwide your nam*. 1 lielieve.I
v»'k ,,fl" niy ^n, aiiA let the wind* frolic an"".v woo|«f with my hair; feel now. Fanny,and \.(VV ,lH1,,p it in with dew."
Finny laid her hand csrwwinglv anion* the"hiiun* ciiria, then drew it away with a hlunh.

a tide ||t.r l,,yer continued.
I remained ho unnpeakahly ha|»py.SOtnetiiuesurging on Selim at a furious rate, the

^Kiner to i|in-nrh the hot thirst of mjr heart in
Vour iirem-nce.Hnmetiinen checking him upand «uung ,<uiu; *till, to let the great wave* of
joy <la<di over iue.till I cauie to the burialgroundon th«> hill )»eyond the ravine. I had|iu*Med tliin a hundred times with only a momentaryshadowing id'my heart an a swift streami" shadowed by flowing under a willow ; hut tonight.at tlie first night of the gleaming, ghastlyIoioImUoium, 1 reeled in my saddle and groanedalow! I»

iVhv so dear H»nr» ' "

K Beeaaaa, I rvnnn»ii**r«*J that you werei'f«rul ami ih4 one of Gwl'i exu uu|ivritttal4x-uigt-U tt« | had drviwwxl you.that yon mightB leave iuy love, uiy Uauui, for una uf thorn low,
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cold, lonely bed* of sleep and dark forgetfuluess.Oh. great Heaven, the agony of the !

thought!'' he cried, hiding lua face against
Fanny's breast, while tears, that were no re- <

proudi to his manhood, dropped fast ujsm those <

pale blush nines. <

Fanny bowed her head over him. and said,
with tender solemnity : I

" *1 am persuaded that neither death, nor

life, nor angels, nor prin« i|>alitieH. nor powers.
nor tilings pnisent. nor things to come,' can di-
vide us now. or destmy our love, which is of
God Though I perish to all the universe beside.1 can never die to you." <

But ah. Fanny." lie replied, with something
of the fond waywardness of a loving child, "if
I BDOiiiii go iirsi. wouiu you grieve ior uie an v :

Would you ever conio to my grave to weep, and
remember how dearly I loved you?"
"For a little while." she added ; ' not long,

I think."
Henry looked up bewildered, and she continued,with a quivering lip : " because, dearest

1 should so soon be lying by your side. And now."
she added, smilingly, "let us talk of brightrr
things.I never saw you in a mood so melancholy
and fcveboding. Clouds ol all kimls are so foreignto your sunshiny nature. 1 rode over to our
house with mamma, to-day. Everything is in
jierfeet order there, now. The last thing 1 did
was to arrange your l>ooks in the little library.
Your dear mother says that she will have the
jmtriors lit up and tea all ready for us, the eveningwe got buck front the Falls."
"Say the evening we reach home, Fanny ! I

want to hear you sjteak that word, so 1 may l>e
sure I am not dreaming of a pleasant quiet
home, and a blessed little wife ot my own."

" Well, then, home.your home.our home,
to lie presided over l>v an ignorant little 'childwife.'a thousand removes from an angel, but
in your love, indeed. blessed among women."
Now are you satisfied ? "

After receiving Iter lover's uitsjtokcn. yet eloquentresponse, Kannv laugliingly resinned "I
limey we shall have a tunny sort of a meiuipt.
hoth so voung, so totally jnexjTtenepd and
ft tbV u.sfc, mr imn\, miclt |
means I wish we oould live like the fairios. on
dew and honey; or rather, as the angels live, on
niirc lavi' ( )h thpn Htirrv ut* conhl *4 furt'

sumptuously every day' Hut alas, we are

only a poor pair of mortals, and *o we must !»
industrious and prudent, and rub along; as we

can."
" Why. Fanny, dear. I am not so very young:

I was twenty last march. I shall be admitted
to the bar in about two years. In the mean

time, my fathejt will do all he can for us. though
he don't esteem early marriages very prudent
things. I mean to prove to him that I can lie
as steady, studious, diligent, and economical, as

any plodding, money-making old bachelor in
town. 1 shan't hear of your giving up any of
your accustomed luxuries. Fanny, or making
your dainty hands hard and unkissabie with
any sort of work ; but I have already gi\en up
play-going and cigars, and I think some of sellingSttlim.'

" Never ! " cried Fanny. " What! sell the
faithful creature which has borne you so surely
and so swiftly to every blessed Saturday
evening in the year ' It would make us too
much like the reduced and disenchanted couple
1 have somewhere read olj who killed and
cooked the very carrier-dove w hich had flown
back and forth with their love-letters.''

At this moment, a bright little lad of Urn
years ojtoned the door, saving : ' Sister Fanny,
a big bandliox lias come lor you from the city."

"Oh, then, bring it in here," she replied.
'Hie lad vanislied. but reappeared in a moment
._;iL i .i.! .i_ f._ i. i i
wmi uu< which r 3i,imy cii^uriv u|wihhi, ihiu

took out a dress of plain white mi!k, and a long, I
white veil of delicate lace.

"This is dear imps** gift," "lie said: u l*n'4 it
a 1 M-aiititill veil. Harry '"

" Voe." lie answered, ''very beautiful. What
is it made of.Imok-miiHlin ?"
Fanny smiled at his ignorance, assuring hiin

that it was of lace, and that of a superior
quality.

" Don't you admire the dross ? " she askod,
after a moment's silence.

" Oh, yes. greatly ; hut it is not pretty as the
one you have on. By the way.I think, I tun

sure, I remember that dress. Isn't it the very
one you htui on at Commencement, the first
time 1 saw you 1"

" Yes.'' answered Fanny, with a bright blush
''it is rather old-fashioned now ; but I thought,
if you should happen to recollect it, you might
l»e pleased to hftvo me wear it to-night.

" Dearest Fanny, how good, how just like you,
that was I have always thought this just the
loveliest dress in the world ; the color belongs
to you, by the right of your eyes; and. now 1
think of it, Fanny, can't you be married in
hltu .' '

Fanny laughed outright at this, saying that
the itlea was quite absurd and inqtossible.

" My milliner meant to have my bridal array
quite complete," she said, '' for here is the
wreath of orange blossoms. Wluit think you
of thin, Harry "

" A way with it! " he replied ; " there in somethingstiff. stately, and exotic, in those f|owern.
Do wear, instead, n few just such roue buds as

those in your bosom. They are almost white:
they are simple and sweet. and they hreatlie of
iiome. You will wear them, won't you. dearest?"

"Oh. gladly, li>r these, too, have their assoctationK.Th.. tree that hire them was your first
gift to me. henry, I would like to humor you
aliout the hlue dress also, hut that is altogether
out of the question."

As the lovers finally turned away from the
tahlo whereon stood the bandlsix, their eyes
fell iijion Willie, fanny's young brother, who
was last asleep in his chair. Henry laid a

hand ujion his head he started up, and, ruhhiughis eyes, said: "I am sitting up no late
because I want to letch Seliui for you ; hut you
needn't be in a hurry."
The young man lauglu-d, looked at his w ateh,

and told the lud he might go lor the liorse at

onee. Willie darted off to the stable, brought
out Seliui, hut bad the pleasure of exercising
the beautiful animal for several minutes, in the
yard, before its master came forth to claim it
All that time was Henry Lester taking leave of
his affianced.always going, hut never gone
He felt in his heart a strange, sad yearning.
some wild, inexpressible foreboding.a fearful
shrinking from the night without, tieautiful and
p aceful us it was.a something that caused
mm to snatch Fanny again and again to his
heart, as though some dread power, unseen, but
darkly felt, were striving to glide between
them, ami part them forever.
At last. Fanny gently unwound his arms

from her waist, and look a step backward He
yielded her up with a sail smile, hut kissed her
once again, and said. " Good night! " Fanny
raistsi lior finger, with a gesture, playfully forbidding,und said." Rcmemlier. now, you have
kissiHl Funny Austin for tlie last time!

Henry laughed, and Fanny followed him to
the door to sec him off She patted the impatientSelim on the neck, nnd whispered to him
to bear his master safely, very safely.
As Henry gatliered up the reins, und was

alsiut starting, he snid. snddculy, with a glance
at Willie."Oh, Fanny, a word in ycsir ear'
She drew nearer, and put up her face.her
lover Itent, not to her ear. Isit to her litis. and
Mo ImhmoiI Vimiv 4...I Til.-ii

. J )
with li merry.laugh and another good night.
In* duelled through the gate ««» down the
road.

Fanny anon am'ended to her rhambcf, but
"he did not retire to rent. Flinging a nhawl
»)>oot lier Hhouldera, "lie nut down hy the window,and looked out ii|"m the night. Then
"lie H^ioke low to herwilfj in nil Uie unoonocioua
jmetry of love."How fur the ntur* can Me with
their clear, unveiled eye* en high in heaven!
hut 1 eminot lielieve that in all the vaet noireme they liehold u happier child of the AllFatherthan 1." Shu looked downward.tdie
could not ace the rnma. hut "he drank in their
fragrance, and tovid. An the roue" "weeten all
the night air, wi love "weetena life tor me. Oh,
graciouM Oct, 1 IiIohm Jliee alike fur Uaae far,
raUiug world* wheat* light ia yet on our houaca
and lor the earth .hriglitnetat of Howent.for
life, and, mure than all, lor love."
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As Fanny gave utterance to thin solemn ec<tncvof a religious and loving heart, she howed

Iter head upon the window-sill liefore her SudJenlyshe started, leaned forw ard, and listened
inperlv She was sure she heard her own tonne

,ailed. in mi imploring nioo It aeeated tol,
suiud from the ravine, beyond the hill. Once
more it came.a wild, sorrowful, piercing cry.
It irus Henry s voice. She stole down stairs,
passed noiselessly through that eastern window,
and ran down tin; road. She was not mistaken; for a little way beyond the bridge Seliin
was standing. with his head droo|M*l siullv
over his muster, who was lying on the grass of
the roadside.
As Kanny passed over the bridge, she saw

that a plank had been broken through.
She Hung herself down by her lover, crying.

" Henry, dearest Henrv. are you much hurt V
He seemed to have tainted . hut he soon revived,ami. looking up. exclaimed, brokenly,
Oh, Fanny, have you come! Now, it will not

be ho hard to die."'
' Dear Henry, don't tulk so. I hope you are

not badly hurt"
' Fanny, I am mortally hurt Selim broke

through the bridge and threw me, cutting my
head here in the temple.then, in extricating
himself he fell on uie with all his weight.
I afterwards got strength to crawl out of the
dust on to this grass, and to call you twice:
hut Fanny. Fanny. 1 know 1 tun dying.my
breast seems all crushed in, and my lungs seem

filling with blood."'
44 Oh, then, let nie run or shout aloud for

help!"
' No, dearest'' he whispered. 4> only take me

in vour arms, and let me die on vour Ismoin.
--J. #t ,.i it! -«».
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even to die."'
Tlien Fanny, bewildered, broken-hearted, but

strangely calm, raised Henry's head, and pillowedit on her breast. Those thick curl* she
had seen so little a bile agu all bright with
dew. were now dark and heavy, with blood
trickling from a severe wound in the temple.
< )h. dkaa Faaay was uo l»>o*»*r shv or chary of
Wcrvlr:! masx "**10 - .

iba,
liiw. the evtw. the brow, the already eold hands
other lover She lavished on hiiu all the endearingnames. the fond protestations her diffident.girlndi heart had been storing up for the
une of the wife, through years of trial, sorrow,
and ever-deepening affection. Then she wept
and prayed, aud folded that p»s»r, wounded
head against her breast, as though to stanch
the blood, which only flowed the faster for the
warmth; it stained all her bosom, and turned
those pale blush roses to deojiest crimson
Henry, who seemed to have lieen again insensible,suddenly opened bis eyes, and whispered.

" My blood will spoil that lieautiful blue
dress!

4*Oli, my love! my soul!" cried Fanny,
"would to God it flowed from my own heart!
Would to God 1 eould die for you, or with you,
for I cannot, will not, stay in this dark world
when you are gone, Henrv for my life is in
your love.''

" My dearest, do not grieve so bitterly ; somethingtells me. even now. that we shall not l>e
long parted.only be patient love, for a little
while.

After lying i|uite silent for some moments,
looking upward, he exclaimed, almost in his
usual voice.

" My spirit is passing, Fanny.Heaven is
ready, now.all the stars seem to have rushed
together, una torinoa out' great central ongntnenH.aworld of light to which I rise!" Then,
reaching up his arms. and winding them ulstut
her nock, he murmured, "Kiss me once more,
niy Fanny, my dear,, only love, my wife; once

more.good night!''
Ah he breathed three wonIn. n stream of Wood,

looking ho fearfully black in the dim star-light,
poured from hie lijiM. his arms dropped, and
llonry Lester was dead!
Then Fanny fell forward ujion his breast,

and sent forth shriek after shriek, so fearful and
piercing that every slumlierer in her home w as

roused, and guided by the voice of her long
|>ent-up agony, came to hs>k u|H>n the piteous
sight of her uwful bereavement.

In that pleusont jwirlor where hut an hour
hoforc had set the betrothed lovers, in life and
love, in love's most blessed hope and most unutterablejoy, was now extended the form of
one, ghastly, bleeding, dead while over it hung
the pale, distracted face of her w ho kept all
night her watch of sjieeehless, tearless, unimaginablesorrow.

Fanny Austin could not follow her lover to
the grave. After her lost lingering look u|s>n
his face, us ho luv in his coffin, she for the first
time fainted. She was borne to her room,
where she remained insensible for some hours
That night, she said to her'mother, who watchedat hor side.

" Where have tliey laid Henry ?"
' In the southwest corner of the grave-yard,

under the large elm tree," was the reply All
the succeeding day, Fanny's grief was hitter and
despairing, but at night she was calmer, and

1 1 i. 1 I A. .l 1 *

arnoMuv uesireu u> o« leu ipous ansie. r.uriy
Lho next iiiumiug. her mother went to her chnnik«rand win* surprised to find her looking much
like her former self, ninl Njioaking almost eh»*erfutlybut toward* night she relapsed into fits
>f passionate weeping, 11 most desolate ami hopeicesgrieving Again, with sleep seemed to come
peace, even an exaltation of spirit, which cndiir>donly for the morning hour*.and ho it continuedthroughout the week The poor child
jaw her mother a henutiful explanation of thin
nystery. " Kvery night," she said "iny Henry
301110s to uie in a vision. He tblds nie in Ins
irnis, and lays his hand on iny hot forehead,
tnd looks so pitifully into my eye*; he wits*
iway my team and comfort* me, oh, ho divinely!
He hs>ks a* lie always did on earth.only vet
more beautiful I was ho proud of his Is'imty,
mother, that I did not think it isimible he
muld grow more beautiful, even hi heaven
hut he seems ho in uiv dream lie gi\en me

strength and joy to Hiistain me till we meet
again hut I tun so weak, that liefore the long
day is through, it leaves nie. Vet he neier fails
to come to mc. or draw me to him.I scarce

know which. I seem in a state like that of the
Apostle, when he knew not whether he was in
the body or out: I only know I am with htm.
and content^'
A strange rumor spread through the ueighiMirhood.and finally reached the family of Kan....il.ai wunn linlitljul truwllori'S kitif Meeri ill

J' !

the midxt <rf' the night, n xhufx- nf whining
white, gliding ahout the grave of Henry LetOor
lint no one among hit* friend* Mut wi auperatitiotjMa* to lieod the wtory.
On Saturday night. juxt mifl week from the

time of the heart-breaking tragedy, Fanny'*
father who wo* a phywieian. wax riding homewardHome time after twelve, and oh he wax

p:iwwing the grave-yard, in wight of hix houxe. In;
wax .-tarried to ohwerve Homo white ohjeet at the
grave of young beater I>r Auxtin wax a truly
brave man. ami, after a moment of indeeinion.
ho demounted ami entered the lonely burialplaceThe appearoitoe at the grave grew more

and more dixtinet. tut he drew wnftly near. It
wax a human form prone u|m>ii the earth! One
moment more, he had renehed tho wpot arid
fixuid hie own daughter Kannr. in her hridal
droHx. lying bewide the grave of her lorur. with
her t»ee ujxwi the mound, and one ami flung
over it Shocked and alarmeil Iwyond lneawura

he ohIIlhI her name, laying hix hand on her
urm-r-but who did not riae. or move. 'I*hen,
hxtking' more eloHoly in her faoe. he *aw that
xhe waxxleepuig tho xtrango. wonderful xleep of
the xomnanihuiiHt He rained her gently in hix
arm-, and wax alxHit to lw<ar her homeward,
when ahe awoke to oom]>lote eonxclouxneei.

' My (rod! where am lf" xhe exclaimed,
looking wildly armind.

*- m txMulile. I»er fuller told her
n" -v . r- r .

what had happened, as ho half carried hor
homo She wept. and seemed niuoh agitated,
hut bagged that she might go «|iiiotly to her
chamlier, without disturbing hor mother.

From that nighty Mrs. Austin always ramainedwith her daughter, wis hing and wakening
her whenever site rose ui her sleep, put on iter
bridal dress, and prepared to steal out to Iter

grave-yard tryst It was needful, hut it was

cruel; for, ftwn that note, Fanny sunk in body

noN
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and spirit. She seemed to utterly look the
miruculou* sustainment she had known at
first.the vision and the comfort it brought
were gone together.

One day, seeing her mother weening, she
said, ' Is it not written, that a man shall forsake
father and mother, and cleave unto hi* wife ?
Can a wile do less for her husband ! Mother,
(»od has wedded me to Henry my soul ho

eleaven to hie. that they cannot l»e separated:
and when he calls I must go to him. even from
you."
At a later period she aoid. " Mother. dear, 1

want you to see that no ghostly shroud is put
on lue. hut a soft, w hite muslin dress; ami fold
my hridal veil al*out me, aud put white roses in
my hair, that all may know that I am hi* bride,
and not Death's. And oh, mother, keep very
saered the blue lawn 1 wore on that last night,
and never let them wash Hcnrv s blond out of
it. Most of all. 1 want you to promise me to
plant, with your own liaiu(. that blush-rose-tree
that Henry gave me, between him anil me, ho

that the roses w ill fall upiai us both."
Before the leaves uf the elm tree over Henry

Lester's grave were gohleued by the autumn
fronts, hie Fanny wax lyimgr at his side. When
June came round again, w grass was long and
green, and the roue-tree grew more t>eautiful
than ever there and wlien the eveuing winds
shook the branches, they scattered a sweet largtwsof leaves upon the mounds, and swung out
a fragrance on the air sweeter than aught else,
save the memory of the lovers sleeping helow.

Often has my mind dwelt long and deeply on
those dreams, which were vet no dreams.those
swoot, exalted visions, those trances of love and
sorrow, which drew tliut tender and delicate
girl, arrayed in her bridal dress, night after
night, to the lonely grave of her betrothed.
Oh, tieautiful. adorable mystery of love! Oh.
grave, where was here thv victory! Oh, mortality,where the might of thy prison walls!
As of old. an angel came in the night-time, and
led forth the prisoner.
There is. there is. a wondrous, hi ";r. !I5v

wvdlvvw os ath, ttkvper "od t|WT'*~ 'K'A "r

which we have an every-day understanding ami
consciousness.a life triumphant over death and
pain and sorrow.all the mournful conditions
of our mortal being. When they w ho loved the
maiden would have feared her suffering from
the night-darkness and cold, with the grosser
physical senses sealed, she w alked in light ineffable,and breathed the soft airs, the halm of
celestial day. When the chill dews descended
on her delicate frame, she w as shielded, folded
about by arms of immortal tenderness; when
her soil check lay against the hard gravemound,she was hiding her rapt, contented face
in the bosom of her love.

For tho National Era.
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auiki me (ii'iHii! <t,gcan s .sunny waves,

Whose crystal flood the shores of Urecta laves,
There is one little spot.one sacred isle.
Which Peace forever blesses with her smile.

When lowering clouds of war the heaven* o ercast
And itiUiuus trembled at the trumpet's blast.
When horses' hoofs were heard, and armor's clang,
And angry hosts to deadly combat sprang,

No dread wur-cloud ou that horizon rose,
No buttle din disturbed its culm repose.
The sun shone brightly in its azure sky,
Sweet sung the birds where gentle breezes sigh
No blood-stained laurels grew upon its soil;
No direful trophies of the warrior s toil
(traced its fair palaces and lovely domes.
Nor swords had need to guard the Italian homes.

Hot tin* fair olive. sr.-rvd >.u of latiuwi.
Waved over harvests yielding rich increase;
From crystal founts the murmuring waters flowed
In smooth meanders to the oeean flood.

When deadliest foouicn met upon its shore,
No shield, no s|x :tr. no dazzling hohn they bore,
For, while upon its sacred soil they stood,
K en warring nations owned u common brotherhood.

A day shall come, by prophets long foretold,
When all earth's nations, gathered to one fold,
Shall never learn of war s dread science more

The trumpet's voice be hushed, and stilled the cannon'sroar.

The world shall like n watered garden hloom
With frtflt* and flowers yielding rich perfume;
The Bethel Aug shall wave from sea to sea,
And the whole earth a sacred Italos he.

Olivia.

MKCHANfSM..No. XIX.
by joslatl iiolbkook.

Let there 1h* light. was the first command
ever given Let. your light nhine liefbre other*,
is another eonunand from the Name authority.
Kxeept tor the first. command. thin world might
on well not have been. Except for the seeond,
or the spirit of it, the first must have been comparativelywithout an object. Physical light
wax the object of the hint command ; moral
light tliat of the second

(living light in jierhaps the highest object of
human or divine aim. While it is the highest
objeet. it in also probably the richest source of
happiness To communicate in w ith all a source
of pleasure: m<iHt of all to the young and unadulterated.With children, narrative in graphic; ImcaiiHo Hiiuple. fresh, and truthful. A
ease. A girl of fivcycan, on being asked what
she did ut school, replied, "I say A ami H. and
nit on a bench " Truth coming fresh from such
a gushing fountain atTunlx rich pleasure to the
receiver, and still richer to the giver. The doc-
wiiii* niiii ii it* iihtm uicwwmi hi £IYU irilll) lO
rwwv«'' in of old and high authority. Tina in
especially true in giving liglit, an giving in not
dimininhing. but the richest modi* of increasing

These are groat trutha to ail: nnwt of all to
thoHo aolooted to (it th« young for thoir future
vocations, by enlightened minds and elevated
characters. In an addrswn In-forc a congregationof Wimiiington hc1kk»In. by B B French,
Pronidetit of tlio city Board of Aldennen, he remarked."To drink in learning is one thing; to

|MHir it out ii»r the lienefit of othcra in quite
another thing. Information, simply to las re

tained, la like the wealth of the minor " The
knowledge miner in even more unfortunate than
the money miner; an the lean he given, the lean
he ban In the New York nehooln, w here vendinglight abroad in a part of their system, it in
a uniform fact that thone which diffuse moat,
light atirond shine brightest at home. What
ia true of hcIhmiIm in of couree true with Uic individualpupils oonifmsing thone nehooln Those
who give little have little; thine who give much
have much. Among the ntimersma teachers
ansl parents in Washington, wIismo pupils uud
rhihlren have prepares] apessimena of their iniprowiinutfs»r tne expraan object sif aiding tlie
improvement s»f oUutm. every <me N|waks with
the higheat pleasure of rich delight and rapist
progress aa the results. Without a wssrsl on the
quoationof "corporal punishment. teachers s an

I* aaeured that bv lerinitting thssir pupils to enioytliefileamire, feel tlie dignity, and acquire tbe
light arming from ini|>urtiDg light to other*.
making regular offerings to |Mttrintisiii ansl to

ciencc.they will find no ocranion or place for
roritoral |MiniMhiu«>rit lite whole whool will lie
hign alwve it.
The richeet Held* for acquiring knowledge hi

impart again are flume of nature and art aeienceapplied to human pur*uitj»; uumt of all to

Agriculture ami inethaniwn. In each of theec
pumiita there in a ImuiidleaH field for acquiring
the riclient knowledge, made "till richer hy impartingit to other*. For tliun imparting light,
opiiortuiiitice are ncrer wanting. Tearhenr in.
Ntitutca, achonl mjperintendent*. iiiemh«ranfCoiigrew,of Htate legislature*. and Uovwtuuout
functionaries of every chuw and graile. agriculturaland mechanicM*' fair*, and mo< of ail and
for all, " Indnxtrial Exhibition*" for the achoola
of tie* country and the whole nmmtry, In he
held in connection and geoeral reciprocation
with each other, fumieh opportnMtMa in exiatenceor in prnapeut fur dinuning tie* light of |
practical ecience to all, and tbue to render all '

/VL I
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thrice bleaaed.once blamed in receiving. twice
in giving.

Experiment.. Specimen* of mechanism,
draw ing, mineral* aud other productions of natureand art. were sent dome time aince from the
New York schools to Palestine, and to hpvbtrI
islands in the Me«literranean. In return wore
received specimens of the "tiling atone." supposedto lie of the name kind ax that used bv l>avidin hi* contlict with Goliath: also, some of
the "husks w hich the awine did eat,-' referred
hi in the parable of the Prodigal Son. and severalother* of interesting Bible associations.

[corYKIOHT 8RCURKD ACCOROI.NO TO LAW.]
For the National Era.

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN:
OK,

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.
BV mii ft it n amufv

Chapter XVIII..Continued.
Our friend Torn, who hud been in the kiU heuduring the conversation with the old rusk

woman, had followed her out into the street
He saw her gv> un giving every once in a while
a suppressed gmao At last she sat her basketdown on a door-step, and began arranging
the old, l'udwl shawl which covered her shoulders.

"I'll carry your basket a piece," said Tom,
compassionately.
''Why should ye?" said the woman "I

don't want no help."
" You scent to be sick, or in trouble, or somethin,"said Tom.
"1 aint Hick."' said the woman, shortly.
" I wish," said Tom. looking at her earnestly,

" I wish I could persuade you to leave off drinkingDon't you know it will l»e the ruin of ye,
laxly and soul ? "

"I knows I'm gwine to torment," said the
woman, sullenly. ' Ye don't need to tell me
that ar " I s ugly.I * wicked . l's gwine
*tr«jgb* u> toruca^ tth. l-otd' I wish I s
thar'"

^
torn shuddered at these friglilltft wordl. spo-'jy
" Oh, Lord have mercy on ye! poor erittur

Haint ye never heard of Jesus Christ '"

"Jesus Christ.who'd he ?"
" Why, he's Ikr Lord," said Tom.
" 1 think I've hearn tell o' the Lord aud the

judgment and torment. I've heard o' that."
"But didn't anybody ever tell you of the

Lord Jesus, that loved us poor sinners, and died
for us 'C

"Don't know nothin bout that." said the woman; " nobody haint never loved nie, ainee tuyold man died.'*
" Where was you raised ?" said Tom.
"Up in Kentnek. A man kept me to breed

chil'en for market, and sold em as fast as they
got big enough last of all. he sold me to a speculator.and my mass'r got me o' him.''
"What set you into this bad way of driukiu'"
" To get shet o' my misery 1 had one child

after I conie here, and 1 thought then I'd have
one to raise, cause mass'r was't a sjieculfttor.
It was de jieartest little thing! and missis she
seemed to think a heap on't at tirst; it never
cried. it was likely and fat. Rut missis tuck
U;..u 1 .4 k,,.. I ».w,u »i.«

itiui my milk all left me. and the child it pined
to skin and Isine, and missis wouldn't buy milk
for it. She wouldn't hear to me when I tolled
her I hadn't milk. She said she knowed 1
could feed it on what other folks eat; and the
child kinder nined, and cried, and cried, and
cried, day ami night, and got all gone to skin
ami Itouea, and missis got not agin it. and she
said twant nothin hut crossness. She wished
it was dead, she said and she wouldn't let me
liavo it a nights, cause, she said, it kept me
awake, and made me good for nothing. She
made me sleep in her room, ami I had to put
it w ay otf in a little kind o' garret, and lliar
it cried itew«t" U> death one night. It did ami I
tuck to drinkiri to keep its crying out of my
ears I did.and I will drink I will, if I do
go to torment for it Mass'r says I shall go hi
torment, and I toll him I've got thur now."

"Oh, ye jxKir orittur!" suid Tom, " haint
nobody nover tolled ye how the Lord Jesus
loved ye, and died for yo? Ilaint they tolled ye
that he'll help ye, and ye can go to heaven,
and have rest at last' "

" I looks like gwine to heaven," said the woman; "aint thar where white folks is gwine.
sposc they'd have me tliar' I'd rather go to
torment, and get away from mass'r and missis
I had so," she said, as, with her usual groan,
she got her basket on her head, and walked
sullenly away.
Tom turned, and walked sorrowfully hack

to the house In the court, he met little Kva.
a crown of tuberoses on her head, and her
eyes radiant with delight

"Oh. Tom, here you are. I'm glad I've found
you. I'apa says you may get out the ponies.
in<l hiLn niA ill tiivr 1111 L» nnur iKipriiwro " ulio
............. .... ... ...........,

r*ai(l. catching bin hand ' Hut whut'a the mutter,Tom.you look aoher?"
"I feel had, MiNH Kva," naid Tom, wtrrowfully." Hut I'll get tlie horaea for you."
" Hut do tell iik*. Tom, what ih the matter

I hiiw you talking to eroaa old Prue."
Tom, in aim pie, earneat phraae, told Kva the

woman h hiatnry. She ditl not exclaim, or wonder,or weep. &h other children do. Her cheekM
grew pale, and a deep, earneat ahadow punned
over her eyoH She laitl Iwtli hand* on her
boaom, and Higlied heavily

" Torn, you needn't get me the hornet. I
don't want to go," ahe naid

" Why not, Mian Kva ' "

" Theae thing* aink into my heart, Tom." aaid
Kva."they aink into my heart," ahe related,
earneatlv. " I don't want to go " and ahe turnedfrom Tom, and went into the houae.
A few daya after, another woman came in

old Prue'a place, to bring the ruaka; Miaa
Ophelia wan in the kitchen.

"Lor! " aaid Dinah, " what a got Prue 1"
' Prue ian't coming any more," aaid the woman.myatflrioualy
" Why not' " aaid Dinah. " She ain't dead,

if ahe 1»
' We doesn't exactly know. She'a down cellar,"aaid the woman, glancing at Miaa Ophelia
After Miaa Ophelia hail taken the ruaka, Dinahfollowed the woman to the door
' What has got Prue, any how '! " the aaid
The woman aeetned deairoun, yet reluctant

to apeak, and anawered in a low, myaterioua
tone.

"Well, you muatn't tell iiolxnly. Prue, ahe

fjot drunk agin.and they hail her down eelar.anda drefl'ul time.and thar they left Iter
all day, and I hearn em Maying that the Hie*
L...J 4 4. L I .1 ». i J I '»
H4UI fg4H W tu I 1uiu vw 4 LLCLUl

Dinah held lip her hnuda, ami, turning, hiiw

clone hy her nidi) tin- apirit-like form of kvangeline,Imt large myatic pyea dilated with horror,
und pverv drop of driven from her lipa
and "beck*

u l<or hlouM u* ! Mian Kva'a gwinc hi faint
away! What got u* all, to let her har audi
talk ! Her Pa II 1m rail mad."

" I ahan't faint, Dinah," xaid tlm child. firiuly" and why ahouldri t I hear itIt ain't ho

much for me to liear it u* for jaxir I'rue to mif
fer it ? "

" Imt miIu* ! it ian'tfor aweet, delicate young
hutiea like you.theao yer atoriea ian't. it a

enough to kill em ! "
Kva aighed again, and walked up ataira with

a alow and inelunchoiy atap
\ 1 land ( If Jtialilt UltviiUiJu ituiiunml ll«u urainim at

atory. Dinah gave n vary garruloua varaiou of
it, to which Turn added tha particular* which
ha hwi drawn from bar that looming.
"An ahominuhla huainaaa! perfactly horrihla!"alia eiclaimad, km nIic entered tha room

where St Clara lay reading hi" f«»|ier.
Fray, what iniquity ha* turned up now ' "

naid he.
" What now ? why, theme folk* have whipped

Frua to death !" aaiil Mint Ophelia, going on

with great atrangth of detail into tha atory, and
enlarging on Ha moat ahnrlrmg tatriiaulara

* I thought it would come to tnat aonia blue."
aaid St. Claw, going on with hia j»aner.

" Thought ao; ain't you going hi uo anytliiug
about it1 aaid Miaa Ophelia " Haven't you
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got any select men, or anyl»ody to interfere aud
look after auoli matters ' "

"It in Com111only supjsised that the yritpcrty
interest in a sufficient guard in these cases It
jss.ple choose to ruin their own |s»«essions. 1
don't know what * to la' done It seems tlie
poor creature wan a thief and a drunkard, and
ho there won't la' much hoja- to get up sympathyfor her."

" It ia perfectly outrageous! it is horrid Augustine.It will certainly bringdown vengeance
u|M»n you! "

" My dear cousin. I didn't do it ami I can't
help it; T would if I could. If low-minded,
brutal people will act like themselves. what am I
to do f Tnev have ulsstlute control; they are ir-

interfering there is no law that amount* to
anything practically. for ouch a case. The l>e*t
we can do i* hi shut our eye* and ear*, and let
it alone. It'* the only resource left u*

"

*'How can you allut your eye* and eant' How
can vou let such thing* alone f "

" Mv dear child, what do you expect' Here
i* a whole class.debased unediicaUal indolent,
provoking.put without any sort of term* or

condition* entirely into the hand* of *uch ]**iplea* the majority in our world are: p»ople
who have neither oonwderation nor selfcontrol,who haven't even an enlightened
regard to their own interest.for that'* the
ease with the largest half of mankind Of
course, in a community so organized, what can

a man ot honorahle and humane feeling* do
hut *hut his eye* all he can. and harden his
heart ' I can't huy every poor wretch I see
I can't turn knight-errant, and undertake to redressevery individual ease of wrong in such a

city a* this The most I can do is to try and
keep out of the way of it "

I'hapti.h XIX.St Clare's History aiul Opinions.
St. Clare's fine countenance w as for a momentovercast; he looked annoyed, hut suddenIvealliuc un a lmv smile, he said :
' Coine. cousin, d<>n't stand there looking like j

i>ne of the Kates jpu w only wen a )**ep |
xV wf»rHD«: j

going on the world over, in some shape or other,
if we art* to bo prying and spying into all the
dismals of life, we should have no heart to anythingTis like looking too close into the detail*of Dinah's kitchen;" and St Clare lay
back on the sofa, and busied himself with his
paner

Mis* Ophelia ant down and pulled out her
knitting work, and sat there grim with indignation.She knit and knit, but while she mused
the lire hurued; at last she broke out.

" 1 tell you, Augi tine, I can't get over things
so, if you can: it's a perfect abomination for
you to defend such a system that's my mind "

"What now?" said St. Clare, looking up.
"At it again, hey ? "

"I say it's perfectly abominable for you to
defend such a system'' said Mi*s Ophelia, with
increasing warmth.

"/ defend it, my dear lady : whoever said 1
did defend it''' said St Clare.

' Of course you defend it.you all do.all you
Southerners. What do you have slaves for. it
you don't'"

' Are you such a sweet innocent as to suppose
nobody in this world ever does what they don't
think is rii'lit ' Don t voii. nr didn't von ever

do anything that yon did not think quite
right '"

"If I do I re|**nt of it, I hot <>," said Miss
Ophelia, rattling Iter needles with energy.

" So do I," said St. Clare, peeling his orange
" I'm reuniting of it all the time
"What do you keep on doing it for ' "

" Didn't yon over keep on doing wrong after
you'd reiientwl, my gissl eousin ? "

" Well, only when I've lieen very much tempted,"said Miss Ophelia
" Witt IHi very lino'ti tempted," i»»id St

Clare; " that's just my difficulty
" But I always resolve I won't, and I try to

break off''
"Well, I've Imen resolving I won't, otf and

on, these ten years, said St. Clare, "hut I
haven't, somehow, got clear Have you got
clear of all your sins, cousin f "

"Cousin Augustine.'' said Miss Ophelia, hcriously,and luying down her knitting work, "I
supjiosn I deserve that you should reprove my
short-coinings I know all you say is true
enough; nobody feels them more than I do;
hut it diNW seem to me, after all, there is some
difference between me and you. It seems to
me I would cut off my right hand sooner than
keep on, from day to day, doing what I thought
was wrong. But then my conduct is so inoon-
sistent with my profession, I clou t wonder yon
reprove me."

'Oil, now, counin," said Augustine, Kitting
down on the (loor, and laying Iiin head hack in
her Ihj). ' don't take on ho awfully serious! Vou
know what a good-for-nothing, saucy boy I alwayswas I love to poke you up.that'll all.
jimt to see you got earnest. I do think you are

deHjierah'ly, distressingly good; it tires me to
death to think of it."

' But thiH is a serious subject, my l»oy, Auf;uste,"Haid Miss Ophelia, laying her hand on
lis ibrehead
"Dismally so," said ho; "and I well, I

never want to talk seriously in hot weather;
what with mosquitoes and all. u fellow can't get
himself up to any very sublime moral Jlighta;
and 1 believe," said St. Clare, suddenly rousing
himself up, " there's a theory now! I understandnow why Northern nations are alwuys
more virtuous than Southern oiioh.I see into
that whole subject."

"Oh. Auguste. you are a sad rattle-brain."
"Am I ! Well, so I am, I suppose ; hut for

once 1 will be serious now hut you must hand
me that basket of oranges.you see.you'll
have to "stay mo with flagons and comfort uic

with apples," if I'm going to make this effort
Now," said Angostin. drawing the basket up,
"I'll begin: When in the course of hiimun
events it lieoome* msiessary for a follow to
hold two or three dozen of his fellow worms in
captivity, a decent regard to the opinions of societyrequire "

" I doo't see that you arc growing more serious,"said Miss Ophelia
" Wait.fin coining on.you'll hear '11m

short of the matter is, cousin, said he, his handsomefai*e suddenly settling into an earnest and
wrrmu*mi uiin mmiriHa ijiii'nuiiii ui

Kins.tv tlflpe onii fin I think, be hut <>n.« opinionfMantnrw, who have money to make by it.

clergymen, who have planter* tp pleuee.|»>htieian*,who want to ruin hv it may warp ami
Imiid language and ethica to a degree that idiall
aatouiah the world at thnir ingenuity : thny run

prmw nature and the Bible, and n«H*idy known
what elae, into the nervine hut, after all, neitherthey nor the world Imliave in it one particlethe more It nornea from the Itevil.that'a
the abort of it.and, to my mind, it* a |»retty
resfMTtahle H|a*eiuien of what he can do m hi*
own linn "

Miaa Ophelia *tnp|md her knitting, and lookedaurpriaed and St ('tare, apparently enjoying
her aHtouiahinent, went on.

" Noij annul to wonder; hut if you will got
me fairly at it, I'll make a clean hreaat of it
'iliia rurand hiinineaa, uceurae.1 of (i.al and man,
what i" it ' Strip it of all ita ornament, run

it down to the root and line leu* of thn w hole,
and what in it I Why, heeaonn my brother
t^uanhy ia ignorant and weak, and I am intelligentand utroiig.Ixxjuuae I know how, and
run do it therefore I may ateal all he hue. keep

avail M0lea liltii /> 11 If Mllnll Ullil lUi lllll<l|l UM Ullllu
ii. is"" ..

my fancy. Whatever i* ton hard, too dirty, too
diHugrceahle for Hie, 1 iiiuy net Umwdiy to doing.
IWuuftf I don t like work, Wuiuthy mIiu.11 work!
Becoiim> the mm hum* me, Qwodiy hIihII stay
in the mm. Quaahy nhall earn the money, and
I will Hjieiid it. Guashy ahall he down in
every puddle, that 1 may walk over dryehoil.
tjiuodiy aliall do my will, aud not hie, all the
day* of hi* mortal life, and have such chance
of getting to heaven at lout an I find convenientThis I take tn lie ahout what alavery ».v.
I defy anybody on earth to read our alave code
aa it at anile iu our law aud makeanythingeleo uf it. Talk of the ubiuei of alavery '

Humbug! The thing itself w the eeeenne of all
ahuee! And the only reason why the land don't
sink under it, Uke Sodom and Gomorrah,

y
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lieoaiMe it in iiWin a way infinitely hotter than
it in. For pity'* sake, for shame* sake, becausewe are men l*trn of women, and not narag-beust*. many of u* do not and dare not,
we would stor/i to use the full power which our

natage lawn put into our hand*. And he who
goes the farthest. and docs the wor*t 0®ly twee,
within limit*. the iM>wer that the law given
hiin "

St Clare h:ul started up, anil, as Km manner
was when excited. whh walking with hurried
mU-jih up and down the Honr His fine face,
classic as that of a Creek statue, seemed actuallyto burn with the fervor of his feeling"
His large blue eyes Hashed, and he gestured
with an unconscious eagerness. Mine Ophelia
had never seen him in this mood before, and
she sat jierfis-tly silent.

' I declare to you," said he, suddenly stnj>pingIs'fore his cousin. (" it's no sort of use to
talk or to teel on this subject) but 1 declare to
Vou, then; have )»een times when I have thought
if the whole country would sink, and hide all
this injustice and misery from the light, I would
w illinglv sink with it \Vhon I have l>een travellingup and down on our Ismts, or ahout on

my collecting tours, and retieoted that every
hrutal. disgusting, mean, low-lived fellow 1 met,
was allowed by our laws to become absolute
d«"*p<»t of as many men. wookii. and children
as lie could cheat steal, or gamble money
enough to huv.when 1 have seen such men in
sctusl ownership of helpless children of young
girls and women, I have been ready to curse

my country.to curse the hunitui race'
' Augustine! Augustine!" said Miss Ophe-

nil, 1 m ->uro you ve Haul enough i never in

my life Iward anything like this, even at the
North." B

' At the North said St. Clare, with a rod- 1H
den change of expression, and resinning some fl|
thing of his hahitual careless tone I'ooh! B
your Northern folks arc cold-Vtlooded you are B
ciMil in everytii iug ! Vou can't Iwgin to curse jfl
u)) hill aiid dow n as we can. w hen we got fairB

" Well, hut the question is said Miss Ophe- H|
- ' fl

r Ufjhrwtyr.-i*** ^; ^ B
deuce of a question it is! How come yon in H|this Htutc of sin and misery ' Well, I shall B
answer in the good old words you used to teach B
me Sundays 1 came so by ordinary genera- B
lion My servants were my father's, ana, what B
is more, mv mother's and now they are mine, B
they and their increase, which bids fair to he a B
pretty considerable item My father, you B
know, cauie first from New England, and he B
was just such another man as your father.a B
regular old Roman.upright, energetic, noble B
minded, with an iron will Your father settled B
down in New Kngluml, to rule over rocks and B
stones, and to force an existence out of Nature ; B
and mine settled in Louisiana, to rule over men B
and women, and force existence out of tliein B
My mother.' said St Clare, getting up and B
walking to a picture at the end of the room, B
and gazing upward with a face fervent with B
veneration, " do was divine! Don't look at B
me so! you know what I mean! She proba- B
blv was of mortal hirth hut as far as ever 1 B
could oliserve, there w as no trace of any humanB
weakness or error about her; and c\cry body B
that lives hi rememls-r her. whether bond or B
free, servant, acquaintance, relation, all '<ay the B
same Why, cousin, that mother has )>ccn all B
that has sUssl between me and utter unbelief H
for years. She was a direct embodiment and
personification of the New Testament.a living H
fact, to ls> accounted for. and to Is* accounted H
tor in no other way than by it* truth Oh,
mother! mother!" said St. Clara, clasping his
hands in a wort of trans|»ort ami then suddenly
chocking himself, lie came hack, and seating
himself on an ottoman hy Miss Ophelia, he
went on

" My brother and 1 were twins; and they »av,
you know, that twins <night to resemble each
other; hot we were in all pointa a contrast
He had black, fiery eyes.coal-black hair.a
strong, tine Roman profile.and a rich brown
complexion I had blue eyes golden hair, a
(ireek outline, and fair complexion He *-as
active ami observing.1 dreamy and imw^fo
lie was generous to bis friends and equal* but
proud, dominant, overls-armg to inferiors, an(^
utterly unmerciful to whatever set itkeir tip
against him. Faithful we Isith were ! he ftrem
nride and courage.I from a sort of'obstruct
ideality. We lows! each other alsiut us boys
generally do.off and on, and in general.he
was my father's pot, and 1 my mother's
"There wasamorhid seneitiveiiees and acute

ness of feeling in me on all possible subjects, of
which he and my father had no kind of understanding.and with which they could have no

]Missible Hympathy. Rut mother did and so,
when I had quarrelled with Alfred, and father
looked sternly on me. I used to go oil' to mother'sroom, and sit hy hoc I remember just how
she used tohs>k, with her pale checks, her doep,
soft, serious eyes, her white dress.she always
wore white. and I used to tliink of her when
over I road in Revelations about MiiititM tluit
wore arrayed in flue linen, clean anil white
Nlie Inwl a groat dual of genius of one sort and
another, particularly in music and alio used
to ait at hor organ, playing lino, old, majestic
music of the Catholic church, and singing with
a voice more like an angel than a mortal woman; and 1 would lay my head down on hor
lap, and cry; and droain, and feel.oh. imnieaauruhly!.things that 1 had no language to I
say!

"In thoHo days, this matter of slavery had
never hem canvassed as it has now nobody
dreamed of any harm in it
"My father wan a bom aristocrat I think,

in some pre-oiistent state, he must have lieen
in the higher circles of spirits, nod brought all
his old court pride along with him.for it v
ingrain, bred in the Isine, tliosr Mie..oe*»
tiallv of poor, and not ir.
family My brother w as * R,,y **y°f. nobl#

Vow, an aristiN'i *.^begotten in his iniag^
over. Iiiih no liuine, you ^nwRf» the wor d

tain lino in society sympathies beyond a coxoneplace, in Ihirj/ 1,1 England the huo is in

ica in another; >" another, and iii Aaui
coiintrie* iiftvcr |11^ tin* {iri^Uxirut of till thc^

hardship and >j[ovf>r What would l«

class, is a cool |flistress and injustice in his own

My father's (hT»,ltterof course in another one

Among km so"' 1'"* line was that of color
and generous: A never was a man more just
through all port but he considered tho negro,
intermediate I v^edilc gradations of iolor 'Vs ll1.. - »

and graded all ^'nl< hntween man and animals,
on this hypotlietl,i" ofjustic* or generosity
Issly hail ask.dV*- 1 ""P!*1"®. *" ^ »u .'"iytheyhail human ?>u* P1,,"lp «"j h"r. whether
hemmed and Ja^mnortttl souls, lie might have
father was not a ,uul H,ut} )',M 1{ut

MpuriUuiliMiM.religiouwt"1 "V" " "V . - none.
beyoud a veneration -«h<iodly the
bead of the upper o1«wmwV*1*1!

' Well, my rather workofflM«>iiie five hundred
negroee; he woe an inllcxiblflydriving, punotiliouHhiiNineM man ; everything Vuh tn move hv
NVNtein.to la* Muataimd with uiMaihng acoura
uy ami precudon. Now, if y(»u Fyke into ac_
oount that all tin* wu* to lie workehi out by «

Met of lazy, twaddling;, hhiftlmw lalxiV.p,, who
hud grown up all their liven in the alViu-e of
every mumble motive to learn how to <1> auythingbut 'ahirk,' km you VeriimuterH May and
you'll hoc that tliere might naturally be, on Inn
plantation, a great many thingN that looked
horrible ami diMtreeaing to a Meimitive child like
me.

" IWulee all, he had an overoeer.a great, tall,
*lalMN«ied, two-Heted renegade mini of V eruiout.
(lagging your parduol.wla» ha<l gone through
a regular apprenticeship in liardnetw and brutality,and taken hie degree to la* admitted to

prurtin* My motbfr iiffv^r oouiu enaure mni,
nor I, hut Im obtained an eotire ascendency over

my fatlwr; ami thi« man wa* the absolute des.
|xit ul' tin* estate

" I wan a little fellow then, hut I had the
Hiiuia Jura that I have now lor all kinds of huiiiumthing*.a kind of fia-wimi lor the study of
humanity. oome in what nhajie it would 1 wan
Ibund iu the cabins and among the held hands
a great deal, and. of oourae, wax a great Ihmr
ite and all aorta of complaint* and grievance*
were breathed in my ear; and 1 told theiu to
mother, and we. between ue, formed a sort of

-


